ON MY  WAY

trolleys, the tinny music of a barrel organ and said to myself, "This
is no village." I returned to Philadelphia, settled my affairs and
hurried back to New York.

I went down to Chambers Street and offered my services to
Charlie Weiland, hardware wholesaler at 147-149. He suggested
a dollar a week less than I had been earning in Philadelphia, but
for the opportunity of making my career in the metropolis I ac-
cepted. I went to work as a stock boy, and enrolled in night school
at the Educational Alliance to improve my English.

I was on my way.
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